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KKKUKKIC FKKSTON. ^
TL.ve who hare read "The Dukcoed Cueemeat" will remember the dying mother7! sketch

of her son . in which ehe represented him

as a noble, generous lad, but with the not often

co-existing faults of a will too yielding, too great
susceptibility to all outward influences, and an

ambition for worldly distinction too restless and

absorbing. To the strengthening of the manly
will and tho moral principles of his son, and to the

chastening and directing of his ambition, Captain
Preston, keeping ewer in his constant heart the

last injunctions of his wife, most conscientiously
Jewoted himself. And great joy must it hare

been for him to msrk, day by day, that fresh,

young, plastic nature rounding into grace and

beauty, and growing more streag and firm under

his wise and gentle influence.

Captain Preaton early resolred not to expose
his son to the many temptations and dangerous
iisociaticme of college lif«K bet, being deeirous

that he should receive a complete classical and

oiuhematical education, placed him under the

tuition of a distant relative of his own.a retired

clergyman, and one of the most eminent scholars

in New KnglanJ.
So, in a simple, little household, in a quiet inhni

village, Frederic Preston spent full four

years, devoting himself faithfully to study, varied

only by occasional visits to his native city, some
thirty miles distant.
Captain Preston was often with his eon, and

when at>sent wus in the habit of writing to him
almost daily. It was his wish and advioe that
Frederic should strengthen his constitution, and

confirm his fine health by vigorous exercises and
all innocent, manly sports, lie also counselled
him not wholly to neglect sooial pleasures, but
Frederic was too ambitious and too studious in
his habits to have much taste for general society.
The family of Mr Ellsworth, Frederic's tutor,

consisted of himself, his wife, an exceedingly
lovely woman, and their youngest daughter, Annie,
a sweet girl of fifteen, when Frederic first came

to her father's. Annie was one who was always
spoken of by her friends as " a dear, good ohild ;''
she was not very beautiful, or brilliant, but she
possessed a warm, unselfish, faithful heart, and
an earnest, attentive, comprehensive mind. Like
Frederic's mother, she had been from her early
hildhood paasionately fond of reading and
study; but, unlike Dora, she was bleeaed with
great physical strength and firm health. She

rjivn nvnr Knr k/w-.ba aA aw* kanw wWtinut
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banishing the bloom from her check or the light
from her eye, ami she would rise from the moat
intense abstraction of study, to join in the naual
sports of happy girlhood, or to assist her mother
in the cares and labors of the household. She becameat once Frederic's companion in his Btudies,
and was but a little way behind him in many,
while she equalled him in some.

My reader will scarcely wonder, that aa the
months and years went by, the study which most

deeply and pleasantly interested Frederic Prestonwas that of the rapidly unfoldng character
of his fair young friend ; for, in their close daily
companionship, he came at last to know every
trait, and power, and passion, and aspiration,
almost as he knew those of his own nature. Often
would the young student pause, lift his eyes
from the book before him, and fix them on Annie's
noble kindling faoe, as she sat opposite to him,
lost in her studies, and read in that sweet volume
deeper love and more beautiful truth than geometricalproblems contained, or Qreek characters
expressed. And it was strange, that however
absorbed Annie might be by her lesson at such
times, she failed not to feci a sadden, sweet disturhancetroubling her stilled heart, and jostling
her thought from the point where she had 6xed
it and involuntarily, with an inquiring smile, she
would lift her eyes to his. Glance would meet

glance, then be quickly, though scaroe consciously,withdrawn.
And thus it was that those two free, unwarped

natures, urawn near in their actual lives, and yet
nearer t>y the kindred of the spirit, like two fair
young trees, growing up together, gradually and
almost imperceptibly leaned towards one another,
and their thoughts and aspirations mingled, like
intertwining branches.
Slowly and unconsciously ascended each heart

into the upper realm, the divine relations of s
great and holy affection. 80 innocent, so tender
an I childlike was their love, even in the fulnesr
of its beauty and power.so lightly and quietlylay upon each spirit those bonds formed link bylink, by congenial pursuits, pleasant daily associations.and gentle nightly dreams, that both were
unknowing of the depth and intensity of that
love, of the strength and endurance of thoe*
heeds.

At last Frederic became aware that he oould
n«»er shut A nnie out of his visions of the future.
ere they proud or sorrowful, of success or defeat.of poverty or splendor, ahe was ever at his

"t'le. a cheering, guiding, or consoling presenceAnl e»cp when his heart burned most for fame.
®n l he listened most eagerly to the voice of a selfish.unworthy ambition, he would feel the soft
tehuke of her mild eyes, aud blush, though none
were near.
When Frederic Preston left the village of
W to TlUMItl* IK* Mt Hi 1 tr r\f lti» law i" tilt

r . J . . ""

native city, he «u not formally plighted to Annie.hehad not even given foil eipreseion byspoken or written word* to the affections whichlay upon his heart with the weight of an inestimabletreasure. But what need was there of
ords, when every look towards her was a prot^'ation.everytone a fervent prayer for love?Ml this nb« understood, and rested with perfectfaith and a measureless content In the assuranoe

given her.the eloquent, though nnspokeo»*owal of a love which she returned with all the
strength and pure devotion of her nature.1 rederic Preston pursued his legal studies with*o eminent lawyer, who became to him a friendas well as a preceptor. Mr. Abbott soon peroelv"1the fine ability, read aright the amiable andmanly character of his young student, and benthimself to advance his interests. In the family"'Tele of the Abbotts there was much of true re'oement, and here Frederic saw fashionabhaueiety in its most attractive form, and very soonhimself entirely at home. He was, as w*^sow. well read.he possessed much native eleganceand rare conversational talent, nor was heanting in thone lighter aocomplinhmentn whlok*k0* grace a gentlemen.At the urgent request of Mr. Abbott end his

family, Frederic acoompanied them to their pleasant
summer residence, on the sea-side, some five

miles from the city, where he continued to spend
his office hours.
Many were the visiters at that hospitable mansion,and endless the plans of pleasure.it was a

season of rare enjoyment to Frederic, and for
several weeks his letters to Annie, which were

long, frequent, and most confiding in their tone,
were filled with lively descrpitions of novel and

pleasant scenes, and graphic sketches of character.but,finally, those letters came less often,
and grew strangely formal and constrained, or

seemed cireless and hurried.
During the first week of his stay at the seashore,

he heard much of the expected arrival of a
sister of his preceptor, Mrs. Ashton, who was

about returning from Europe, whither she had, a
A :owt invuli.1

year or iwo previuuo, «u.u

husband, whom she had buried in Italy. She

came at last, and Frederic, who had looked for a

pale, thin, sorrowful, middle-aged matron, was

agreeably surprised to meet a young and beautifulwoman.brilliant and oonversable in spite
of her weeds. Mrs. Ashton was in truth a most

superb and fascinating creature. She had all the

graces and enchantments which rare beauty, fair
t dent, many acoomplishments, a thorough knowledgeof the world, and a most artistic and refined

coquetry, could give her. In her marriage there
had been scaroe the pretence of love on either
side. Her husband, an eminent politician and

diplomatist, had outlived the season of impassioned
feeling when he met her, and honored her with

his distinguished alliance. Though absorbed
in his narrow pursuits, drowned in politioe, he
was proud of his wife, cared for her happiness
while he lived, and left her an immense fortune
at his death. On her part, the wife had been

outwardly faithful and duteous.had nursed him

patiently through his long illness. shed some

tears, aud planted a rose-tree on his grave. There
had been given no tender ohild-love to Jrnw nearerthose two hearts which had throbbed side by
side for years, but between whioh there was in
trath a cold and weary distanoe.

Mrs. Ashton had consoled herself for the dead
life of a loveless and ohildless marriage, with a

leadership in society, by wielding a powerful
though secret influence in the political world, and
by her enthusiasm for musio. She was an artisticsinger, and played upon the barp and piano
verv finely, though with more brilliancy than
feeling.

In short, Caroline Ashton had given to the
world her life, her very soul, and the world had
rewarded her by making her a large sharer in the
most refined of its intellectual and sensual pleasures,and by the bestowal of its most intoxicating
homage. She was in full possession of her rare

gifts and acquirements.rich, free, and twentyfive.whenshe cast her beautiful eyes upon FredericPreston.
He was then little more than twenty-one, but

looked some years older, as his figure was tall,
firmly built, and fully developed, while his countenancewore a remarkable natural Expression
He was handsome, even beautiful, his faoe being
one that failed not to attract admiring attention
everywhere. With Mrs. Ashton's artistic tastes,
it was little wonder that our friend found peculiarfavor in her eyes from the first. So much
was her fanoy captivated, through her sense of

boat^i^and the little romance that yet lingered
in nWMwldly brilliant'Tiharaoter, like the few,
small, Alpine flowers that grow umong the glaciers.soquiok was her recognition of his fine
talent and of the wild ambition, so kindred to her
own, which sometimes blazed in his eye and broke
from his lips in impatient, almost reckless, expression.thather new and pleasant impressions and
vague speculations at last formed themselves into
a strange, but well-defined plan. She would bestowher hand and her great fortune upon FredericPreston.would mould his yet plastic character,develop his genius, concentrate his enthusiasm,aid him by her knowledge of the world, and
urge him on to suocess and fame by the tirelessforce of her own passionate will. She could
not be ashamed of him as he was.she would be
unspeakably proud of him when she had made
him all she desired.
And Frederic.how stood he affected towards

her? For a while he was reserved in his intercoursewith her.in truth, was somewhat jealous
of a woman who, with all her toot, oould not at all
times conceal a certain consciousness of superiority.But soon this failed to pique his pride, and he
listened to her soft, even-toned voice, till it becameindeed " the voice of the charmer."

Mrs. Ashton ever spoke with careless indifference.in a tone of superior wisdom, half pitying,
half oontemptuous, of a simple life of the affections.butdwelt with kindling enthusiasm on a

life of intellectual power, and refined sensual
pleasures, as one worthy of the gods.
She spoke of love, as life's morning dream,

exoeeding sweet and beautiful, yet which must

pass away, like the early mist; but of the pursuit
of fame and power, as the earnest, worthy, gloriousbusiness of the day. She believed in passhehad herself oalled forth too often that
lava-tide of the heart, to doubt its existenoe.but
of a pure, exalting, unselfish, unworldly affection.thatdeep, mysterious sympathy of the spirit,
that close, indissoluble union of life with life, that

perfeot blending of two natures, one for evermore,
she had no real belief or conception.
And Frederic listened to those deadly sophistrieswhich came sliding softly through the most

perfect lips in the world.listened and received
them into his warm, impressible heart, which
seemed to harden about them, and hold them, as

a rook holds crystals. And gradually, the little
fairy isle of love, and hope, and happiness, ones
so green and bright in the sea of his future, sunk
down and disappeared, and the chill waters of a

worldly and selfiah philosophy passed over it.
Yet it need hardly be sal<\ that Frederic Prestondid not love Mrs. Ashton We know that he

loved Annie Ellsworth He gave to his new mistressa half intellectual, naif passionate worship;
there was no close confidences, no careless famili-
erity, no companionship, no sweet sense of nearness,between ths two. Frederic felt Mra. Ashton'spresence in the quickened action of his
heart.she always roused, but never soothed bim.
The casual touch of her hand sent shocks through
all his frame.he first sought, then shrank from
the gaze of her eyes, with he knew not what of
apprehension and dismay. Ah, there was strange
power in those eyes.power even in the slow fall
and upward swe^p of the long, dark lashes.
Yet though Frederio Preston did not love Mrs.

Ashton, he sometimes imagined that he did; nor

oonld he be blind to her partiality for himself.
and well he saw, with his sharpened vision, that
with the wealth and influenoe of such a wife, the
realisation of the wildest dreams of his ambition
was possible. Finally.the truth must be told.
he began to congratulate himself on the fact that
there existed no positive, formal engagement betweenhimself and Annie, and strove to shut out
from his heart the now sad conviction that the
poor girl's very life was bound up in his.

It was a sultry night, in the last of August.
The air was of that peouliar heaviness which
forebodes a violent thunder-storm, and the Abbottswere seated on the vine-shaded piazza, lookingat the masaon of black clouds which lowered
over ths ooeaa, and watching ths lightnings which
piayed incessantly along ths horizon now, and
dropping down and quenching themselves in the
sea.

Mrs. Ashton and Frederic Preston were alone
in the drawing-room. Mrs. Ashton sat at the piano,now running her fair hands over the keys,
in a wild, fitful manner, an<l singing snatches of
songs.now conversing with her companion in
tones more than usually low and silvery. The
two had been riding in the woods along the seashorethat afternoon, and a graceful wild vine,
which Frederic had gathered, now rested on the
classic brow of the dark-eyed widow. Never, in
all the time he had known her, had she seemed so

perilously beautiful to Frederic. There was a

soft, dreamy, half-sad expression in her face,
whioh he had never before remarked.a tender
languor a thousand times more irresistible than
her usual queenly air and triumphant smile.
Alas, at that moment, how utterly forgotten was

the simple village maiden, his boyhood's love.
how utterly blotted from his heaven seemed that
fair Btar, so late his guiding light! Annie's last
letter, breathing in every line a generous trust,
untroubled byooldnew or neglect, he had left for
weeks unanswered. It came to him just as he was

about setting forth for a ride with Mrs. Ashton,
and he flung it into his desk, where it actually
remained for a day or two unread.unite forgottenVet there was a time when he eagerly welcomeda letter in that familiar hand, and read it
with kindling eyes, pausing only to press it to his
lips, ere he broke the seal. Now. as he looked on

that spendid woman at his side, with the proud
conviction that,she might be his, a passionate impulseprompted him to make that avowal which
had again and again tremtyed on his lips, but
which had ever been repressed by a strange, unknownpower.

* He bowed over her, sought her
eyes, and would have spoken, but that at the momentshe began singing a verse of the Vesper
Hymn to the Virgin.'' It was the last hymn which
he remembered to have heard his mother sing,
and now it struck back the mad words of a false
love from his lips, and left him silent, from the
sense of sn^anfelu* rebuke. But present it
seemed that the dead mother's hand was withdrawnfrom his lips, that her warning presence
passed from his side.for, as Mrs. Ashton ceased
warblinar one of Moore's delicious love-sones.
Frederic knelt at her side grasped her hand, and
looking into her eyes, murmured."Caroline!"
bat not a word more could he utter. This was

the first time he had ever presumed to call her by
her Christian name. Yet, leaving her hand in

his, she smiled graciously, saying, "Well, Frederic
/"
And he was lost! No, no.salvation came in

the form of James, the Irish servant, who entered,
saying: " I beg your pardon, sir, but here is a

letter just brought by the post, marked ' Deliver
immediately,' and I thought maybe you'd like to
read it at once."

Frederic, struck by a strange dread, caught the
letter, tore it open on the spot, and read these
hurried lines:

" Dkar Frederic: My daughter's life is despairedof. She is very low with the typhus
fever. If you would see her alive, come to us

at once. " Charles Ellsworth."
Oh, human heart! thou fathomless mystery!

thou inexplicable contradiction! In one brief
moment, from the lowest deeps of Frederic's naturewelled up the old love, in a swift, resistless
tide of anguish, remorse, and irrepressible tenderness,uprooting and sweeping away the new

love, aa it were a alight flower.dashing in pieces
its proud dreams, as the rising waveb scatter lu

fragments frail structures built by children for
pastime on the shore, when the tide is low.
With a hurried adieu, and a partial explanationto his friends, Frederic sprang on to his

horse, and set out for W at full speed. He
had not ridden far before the storm which had
been so long lowering in the cast came down
with great fury. The night was utterly dark, and
the half.diatnLcted rider could onlv haa his wav

by flashes of lightning. His horse was a fine one,
and for full twenty miles bore up bravely; but
finally, on crossing a little bridge, from which the
swollen stream had carried away a plank, he fell
through, and so iojured one shoulder that his
master saw at onoe that he oould proceed no farther.So, hastily fastening the faithful creature

by the road side, there being no house or barn
near, Frederic resolutely pursued his way on

foot A superhuman strength seemed given him;
he scarcely felt fatigue or heeded the tempest,
as for five long miles he toiled up and dashed
down the hills, bespattered with mud, drenched
with the rain, and half blinded by the lightning!
There was a fear at his heart oolder than the
chill of the rain, and more dismaying than the
lightning. Yet he struggled on, hoping only to
reaoh Annie's death-bed, to weep out his sorrow

and repentance at her feet, to receive one word,
one look of forgiveness, ere she died. And how
the past came back! the dear, lost season of innocentjoys, simple desires, andpurest love. He
remembered how, only a year ago, Annie had
patiently and tenderly nursed him through a feverlike the one which had now prostrated her.
Thus, torn with fear and self-reproach, he at
last drew near the pleasant familiar house of the
Ellsworths. l!e crossed the lawn, he staggered
against the door, and, after a brief struggle for
calmness, knocked. The housekeeper, whom he
well knew, opened to him. He entered, but for
his soul he could not utter a word.

to her ear, when so long she laj deaf to all b
sounds of earth.and only the mute entreaty of a

those sorrowful eyes oould make her unheedful tj
of fair angel forms still beokoning to her across
the riser of death. »

After a month of the most careful and tender r

nursing, Annie was able to lease her room, sup- e

ported by Frederic.almost borne in his wros. a

He wheeled her arm ohair toward the firs, ar- il
ranged the pillows about her, and lifting her b
little feet, placed them on a soft cushion. He 1
read to her in a low soioe, from her fasorite a

books, talked to her in a yet lower soice, sweeter fi
things than she had eser found in books, lie
brought her the brightest flowers and the green- e
est mosses from the autumn woods and when, t
one mild day, early in Nosember, she was able to n
take a little stroll with him through the sillage, b
leaning fondly and dependingly on his arm. as a
his own betrothed wife, he was more happy, and j
proud, and grateful to God, than he had langu kge s

to express. a
Frederic had faithfully confided to .^nv.e , l»e | r

story of his passion, or rather infatuation, fur r

Caroline Ashton ; and she, in the wisdom of her
own generous nature, regarded it as but » brief i
usurpation, by the intellect and the senses, of the l
rightful rule of the heart.a heart which, though {
for a time a sad truant, weak aud erring, had *
never utterly forsaken its love and her. {
On Christmas Ere there was a simple, quiet t

wedding party assembled in Mr. Ellsworth's t
pleasant parlor. First, of course, were the bride l
and bridegroom, Annie and Frederic, looking as i

nobody had ever seen them look before.hand- f
somer, happier, and more interesting every way.
The bridesmaids were Pauline Preston, grown a «

tall and elegant girl, and " little Louise,' now no i

longer " pale-faced'' and plain. The groomsmen t

were, Mr. Ernest St. John, a young gentleman t
who looked as poetical as his name would lead <
one to hope.being a slight, delicate person, with <

a fair Greek faoe, expressive, if not of genius, of
a noble spirituality far more rare and beautiful.
and Mr. Walter Edwards, of New York, a dis-
tant relative of the Prestons.a remarkably
grave-looking but ban Isome young man of nine-
teen, who was just about sailing for Germany,
where he was to complete his education.
Mr Ellsworth was the officiating clergyman,

but Captain Preston had the first kiss of the
bride, and all were merry and sad at once. There
was no woman's smile, at least, that shone not
through tears.
One year from that night, there was a grand

wedding at the Abbotts', when Mrs. Ashton becameagain the proud wife of a distinguished
statesman. The happy pair set out at once for
WoohinflpiAn Knf. fKn anlnnHnw nf tKaf uroiUiniv

did not soon pass from the memory of some of the
guests Such high-bred elegance waa there in
the air of the bridegroom, despite his years and
portly figure! and such diamonds as the bride
wore!

Somewhat more than eight years had passed.
Frederic Preston, who from the time of his marriagehad been established in hid native town,
living with his father and sisters, in Dora's own

dear cottage-home, had met with fair success in
his profession, had been happy, most happy, in
his marriage, and was the proud father of three

lovely children. He was not yet, however, in any
position of power and honor in the State.not
from the want of poliUoal abilities and Elections.but because he had chosen to staXl forth
rather prominently for certain principles more

honorable to him than popular with the multitude.Frederio possessed genuine eloquence,
conciliating manners, and a noble character ; all
of which guve him great influence over the minds
of the people, speaking ever, though he most frequentlywas, agaimt the tide of popular prejudice.So general was the appreciation of the
foroe of Mr. Preston's chars iter, and of his peculiarintellectual power, that many were the temptationswhich oame to him in the shape of secret
overtures from parties and politioal leaders, of
place and preferment, if he would abandon his
present " lofty, but impracticable purposes," and
sacrifice his favorite " abstractions." To all such
propositions Frederic had returned but one reply.anunqualified and indignant rejection. But
it happened, at length, there arose an unfortunate
difference between himself and some of his associatesin the oause to whioh he had devoted all
his energies and sacrificed so many worldly interests; he felt himself wronged, distrusted, ami
ungratefully forsaken, by those to whom he had
long been bound by the close fellowship of a holy,
common cause, the brotherhood of a great truth ;
and, wounded and embittered, he withdrew himselffrom them for a time. That misunderstandinghad seemed but a slight thing in the bsgin

nine;but the breach had been widened by
thonghtless or designing persons, till it seemed
almost impassable. It was then, when so pecu-
llarly open to temptation, that Frederic received
a confidential letter, which might hare staggered
him in his best hours. This was from Mr Abbott,his former preceptor in the law, now an eminentpolitical leader, high in office. It was writtenin a kind, a genuinely friendly tone, it waa a

flattering tribute to Frederic's talent, and an

earnest remonstrance against the use to whioh he
was putting it.an appeal, almost an entreaty, to

turn, while it was yet time, from theoourse whioh
he was pursuing with more generosity than wisdom,and for the sake of his family and friends
to enter npon the enviable career so plainly open
l>efore him, and to seixe the good Ibrtune whioh
awaited him. It contained most ingenious arguments,to prove that he oould even ultimately advancethose very truths now so dear to him, by a

temporary abandonment of their advocacy. In
conclusion, the writer earnestly, though delioately,pressed upon his young friend the aooeptaaoe
of an honorable and lucrative apioiutment, and

prophecied for bim much suocess and fame, »/
only he would U faithful to the jrrtnriplei and uttertits

of his new party.
More than onoe Frederic Preston's face flushed

as he read this letter. Was it the blush of honest
shame, or the rekindling of the old baleful

fire? Ah I he hardly knew himself which it bespoke.
At length he sprang to his feet, and strode rapidlyup and down his room, the <|uivering of his

lip and the swelling of the veins in his forehead
revealing the struggle which was passing in his
breast.
He next resolved to seek Annie, thongh he felt

that he should scaroe dare to let her see how

sorely he was tempted He found his wife in the
room whioh had onoe been his mother's.that
" pleasant chamber which looked out upon the
see." She tu Bitting with her baby Mleep upon ,

her lap, and waa busy in reading a manuscript j
which looked somewhat worn and yellow, and aa ]
Frederic drew near, he saw that aba waa weep- (

ing Bat, daahing away her teara, and amlling (

on her huaband, ahe said. ,

" 1 hare been reading this last letter of your <

mother to your father. He has let me take it j
again. I cannot read it too often. Do you know,
deareat, that I think what relatea to you the i

trueet and moat beautiful of all 7"
" Rand It to me, love," said Frederic, striving i

to banish the half-aad, half-moroee look he had
worn of late.seating himself beside his wife,
and winding his arm about her waist. And Aa- 1
ale read, la a soft, reverential voioe, those touchlag

Injunctions of the dying mother ooatalned
la Dora's simple story As she had been moved i

* W J

"She is living, sir," said the woman, who understoodhis silence; " but she has been quite
unconscious for several hours, and we have no

more any hope that she will long continue with
us."

" For God's sake lead me to her!" cried Frederic,and in a moment more he stood in Annie's
room.that room onoe so light and cheerful, but
now the shadowed and silent chamber of the

dying. All her deareet friends were there.father,mother, sister and brother, weeping and
waiting for the ooming of the dread angel , but
Frederic saw only that one beloved, lying pale
and insensible.her blue eyes closed, her brown
hair floating over the pillow, her faded lips apart,
and the breath struggling up from her breast
faintly, and yet more faintly. One white band
lay acroes her bosom, and Frederic, kneeling at
her bedside, bowed his fsoe upon this, and oovered

it with his tears and his kisses. None sought
to reprove or cheok the outburst of his grief, as

he cried.
" Oh, Annie! do not leave me! It is I.Frederic.Look on me once more, my love, onoe

more!"
And ihe dul look on him f lie felt that white I

band tremble against his lips.then those blue '

ejes slowly unclosed, and fixed upon his upturnedfaoe a glance of recognition, of joy, of
love. She spoke not, but slowly lifted her hand
and laid it among the damp ourls of his hair, tenderly

smoothing them baok from his forehead.
Then Frederic laid his head down by hers, kissed
her cheek, and wept convulsively, Mr. Ellsworthwould have removed him, but Annie

whispered.
u Let him lie here, father 1 I sha'l receive life

again from his lips.do not take him away, for
he has saved me!"
Ami he had laved her! From that hour the

fever was broken, the disease departed, and dear
Annie recovered. Yet for many days her spirit
seemed to stand trembling on the oonfinee of the

vale of shadows, ere even that mightiest love
oould draw her back into the light and warmth
of life, ft was only by tiling her heart with the
tones of the best beloved voice, that she oould be
nude to forget the celestial music which fipated

3m u n.' '

y one of Love's own divine intuitions, she read
rlth peculiar impressiveness such passages as

bese:
"Oh! teach him what I have ever earnestly

Dught to inspire.a hearty devotion to the
ight.a fervent love of liberty.a humble reverncefor humanity. Teach him to yield his ready
rorship to God's truth, wherever he may meet
i.followed by the multitude strewing palmranches,or forsaken, denied, and crucified
'each him to honor his own nature by a brave
nd upright life, and to stand for justice and
wuviu ngniuov vur WUi IU

"Teach him to be watchful of his independnce,to guard jealously his manliness. 1 know
hat I need not charge you to infuse into his
lind a true patriotic spirit, free from cant and
rarado.to oounsel him against poor party feuds
nd narrow political prejudices. Qod grant that
rou may lire to see our son, if not one of the
rorld's great men, one whose pure life shall radi,tegood and happiness.whose strong and symnetrioalcharacter shall be a lesson of moral greatleee,a type of true manhood "

As Annie read, she felt Frederic's head sinkngon to her shoulder: and when she finished*
lis fast tears were stealing down her neck. Flingngaside the roauuscript, she folded her arms
ibout him, and wept with him, but said no word
Soon Frederic rose up with a clear smile, kissed
he tears from Annie's beautiful eyes, and retimedto his library, where he penned a brief
etter to his friend, thanking hiun for his kindless,but decidedly, though mildly, declining the
Uttering offer which he had made.
That night Frederic Preston made one of a

itnall assembly, where a few brare, true hearts
vorA mthAPAfl JajaIKap in tkn nauao e\t inofit'A

rail freedom. There he struck hands again with
:hoae from whom he had been for a little time
?atranged.frankly told them wherein they had
wronged him, and as frankly confessed his own

srrar in yielding to » prood and^e'r rvw>»t,
Aent.pledged his faith once more to the Right,
m l renewed his early consecration to Freedom.

Frederic Preston may never be rich, or great,
as the world counts riches and reoogniaes greatnesshut priceless treasures of affection are his,
with the reference of true and honorable natures,
and the poor and oppressed " shall rise up and
call him blessed "

fortbe National Kra.

T1IK SINLESS.
BY MISS Pit (ERR CAREY.

Walking with a cheerful rpirlt
Where her daily duties led,

" Father, keep me from temptation,'1
This wax all the prayer ehe said.

Often made she earnest pleading,
As she went from us apart,

To be saved through all her lifetime
From the weakness of her heart.

And she prayed that she might never,
Never in her trials below,

Bring her soul before the altar,
Wailing In unehastened woe.

So her hands of faith were strengthened,
And when clouds about her lay,

From her bosom, all the darkness,
She nould softly put away.

Smilingly she went unaided,
When we would have led her on,

Saying always to our pleading,
Better that 1 go alone.

Turned she from the faces dearest
When her feet more feebly trod,

That she might not then be tempted
By a mortal love from God.

So the Father, for her pleading,
Kept her safe through all life's hours,

And her path went brightly upward
To eternity through flowers.

rorthe nauonii r.r*.

LIFE 0.\ I'EAiRlE DE LA FLELB.-Ko. II.
By MARY IRVING.

A FOURTH OF JULV tKI.EHRATION."

[CONCI.UDKD.J
The muoh-expeoted bud >li<i not rise the next

morning.probably out of disgust at the cloud of
smoke which Earth's western hemisphere stood

ready to breathe into his face ! At least wo hftd
no ocular demonstration of his rising ; for the
children, who peeped out betimes toward the east,
came in with lengthened faces and sad forebodings.

" It's all clouded up!" complained one. " I
thiuk it mightn't rain to-day, of all days in the

year I"
" My dear is that just right ?"
" Well, what will we do to got to Pin-nic Grore,

and what will we do when we do get there,
with the rain-drops leaking through the leaves,
and soaking us and all ' the goodies ?' "

"'Tis 'many a cloudy morning that makes a

bright day '.wait and be patient I"
The hour of ten approached, and the sun had

not yet carao out to be our grand usher ; but nobodythought of waiting for him, as it did not

wtually rain. Such a motley group of glad ohil
' J -F -II 4..LI

Irtn in their ftoiyaay ur«n»m ui »u imuivub.

iome with blue shoos, some with black, anil some

without any shoot at all, bonneted and capped
in all couceivable atylea, you can rarely look upon.
All were standing, with their teach era and the

privileged dignitaries of the prairie, at. a place
previously agreed upon, to await the arrival Jir
their grand carriages.
A cloud of duet in the distance at once heraldsd
and concealed the coming vehioles; but ae it

;learcd away, we beheld two four-horse wagons
rumbling triumphantly along, with several lees
pretending followers in the rear. One was so

famished with sprigs and boughs of oedar that it
ooked like a bower of evergreen ; its horses were

trimmed to match. 'I'he other, which was the
most roomy of the two, had planted waving bannersbehind the ear of each proud horse) and bore
ihove all, fluttering from a strong staff, our /ug '

It only fluttered its huge wing it did not expand
to the morning air as we had hoped, but we truet>dyet to the stimulus of the prairie breeze, when
we should be fairly out of shelter of the Lake

jrove.
The wagons halted by the waiting throng)

md inch as were considered worthy of so high-an
lonor were promoted to the first seats, under tho
ihadowing of the fl ig-etaff, then the remaining
ipace was filled up by classes of the lesser boys
ind girls indiscriminately. The "flag-wagon,"
>eing furnished with four springlees seats runlinglengthwise, accommodated just forty save

>ne, of whom a number were adults ; the others,
'ewer in proportion.
Now for the open prairie! We were not disippointed.thewind dvl rise, and our flag dul un'urlmagnificently in its grasp, as we boretowsrds

Pin-nic Grove. The first mate of our unwieldy
iraft.or rather standard-bearer of our motley
fgiment.(for he held both offices, being none

>ther than the u school-master " of the previous
nrenlng council) often arose to cast an anxious

fiance towards various points of tho compass
At length he spoke, " They're ooming.the L

ichool! they'll not beat us at least!"
Soon, taking another observation, he exclaimed,

more earnestly.
"There it lent last.the Uuabasha flag-wagon!

r>o yon see how it bends Into a curve, like

host's keel 7 It is terribly loaded down, that!"
Indeed it was erowdsd almost to overflowing.
" But their bamur is not.no".be east up

again a measuring glanoe at oar own; " no.1 am

safe in reckoning it lacks three-quarters of a yard
of equalling ours!"
Oh, the rivalry of poor human nature ! how it

will ooze into every human transaction since the

days of Cain and Abel! And yet it is the strongeststimulus to the improvements of civilization.
We struck up a cheerful song as we entered

the oonfines of Pic-nic Grove, about half a mile
from the place of grand rendezvous. The other
wagons caught up the strain, and we went on

as merrily as a flock of swans, until, peeping
through the tree-trunks, we could see afar off the
hindmost of the benches which had been left for
our use by a recent camp-meeting. The road was

quite narrow here, and still soakingly wet.havingbeen entirely shielded from the sunshine
Our Quabasha neighbor piloted us along successfully,until suddenly.
"Hurrah there! Gee op! Whoa!'" and a

succession of female screams hurst forth, followed
by the floundering of horses, the crashing down
of seats, and then the four spirited steeds at once

broke their allegiance to the wagon, and rushed
headloug among the trees leaving »h> vhlile and
its precious jantent* in the midst of "the grand
mire'' I.ofs were speedily rolled to its side,
and an unaccountable number of women and
children lifted out, unhurt, hut sadly frightened
The empty wagon was drawn aside as soon as

practicable, and the road left free to us.
44 I>olet ,us get out!'' implored the elder portion

of the feminines among us, looking up in piteous
entreaty to the driver.

" You can't walk through the mud, 'yur ! Sit
still; I reckon we'll push through.the slue an t

nnwnrfnl Kail »h!«i no i»nn nndtrean't loaded down
like that craft yonder."
So in wc went, with foreboding that were too

surely realized. The same whip-cracking and
shouting, the same struggling, aud swaying, anil

screaming, and wagon number second stood

brought up in the " slue," mlmra its two '* fenders!"
Our noble horses had struggled well, but they
had snapped their traces, aud with them the
thread of our glorying!
Glad to find ourselves fairly upon our feet on

terra fiitna, instead of being thrown into the

heterogeneous heap we had feared to form a momentbefore, we cheorfully marshalled our infantry
for a foot-march. Hut scarcely had we reached
the limits of the Bemi-olearing where our journey
was to end, when a few eaucy, straggling raindropscame pattering down upon our faces. A
thousand anxious eyes looked upwards, but the

glum skies deigned to gi*e no token of favorable
intentions, for a time. So, sheltering ourselves
under umbrellas and parasols, as well as wc could,
we Bat down to make the best of our oondition.
The shower proved ijuite a damper to the orationsof the day, but not to the singing, which resoundedsweetly through the wood, swelling from

hundreds of young voioes, till even the birde
under the boughs shook the rain-drops from theii
wings, and chirped in unison with us. One speak
er after another mouuted the high platform, shel
Iprea ny a spienmu ous, nnu spuae n iuw euroso

counsel or of cheer to the listening thousands
All displuyed a sense of the fitness of things
which would not be out of placo in some of theii
Eastern brethren, to wit, the fitness of shon
speeches to hungry children.
The last who arose was an Englishman.a merry-heartedvassal of Victoria.and he aroused the

echoes of laughter, out-ringing the echoes of song
Perhaps his good-natured oratory had somo influencein clearing up the perturbed faoe of the sky ;
for, all at onoe, the sun-beams sparkled in upon
ua, and lit up every drop on leaf and spray into a

glittering diamond. The speaker Waved his hau l
in welcome to the gladdening light, then bowed
his farewell to ua.

" I will not keep you any longer, children. I
know you are quite impatient for auother kind ol
entertainment! The sunshine is smiling upon
you.a happy omen 1 and au Englishman's good
wishes will not spoil your Independence Day!'
A cheering shout went up to the brightening

sky ; and we were then marsh ailed in procession
Each class was preceded by its teacher and small
banner, each school by its superintendent and
flag. Thus arranged, by two and two, with the
" lesser lambs" in front, we proceeded to the
tables.
These had been, during the morning, under the

supervision of a careful and bountiful committee.atasteful one, moreover, as the first glimpse
at them aasured us. The rough boards that supportedthem were hidden by long, snowy cloths,
and garlands of wild flowers, bouquets of roses aud
lilies, lay scattered, in charming profusion among
the innumerable dainties and delicacies that had
been showered down from a thousand botes and
baskets. It was a feast for the eye, indeed.almost
too beautiful for appetite to mar, thought we, as

we made in procession the circuit of the long
tables, and watched the myrtle and rose-wreaths
blooming against the drifted icing of the huge
plum-cakes. No such scruples of taste,or against
taste, had the children, to be sure! We were

arranged in a double or treblo oval around the
board, to aot upon the rules previously recited,
namely That each teacher should officiate as

agent for the appetites of his or her class, that all
things might he done in proper order This was

a very necessary precaution, for the wants of the
untutored little gentlemen and ladies wero often
found to be quite capacious or insatiable. One
little epicure, indeed, with hoth hands and pocketsfilled to overflowing, insisted upon having a

jumble to hold between his teeth ! Hut he was a

ram avis, of the vulture species, perhaps !
The tables were despoiled of their richness and

beauty. A few words were spoken by one of the
elergyment, the gratified children sang another
glad hymn, and, with a huzz of thankfulness, all
turned their fices homeward.
Our broken wagons, meanwhile, had been in

surgical hands, and were "splintered up" for our
reception, on the farther shore of the slue, fortunatelyover which a temporary bridge of logs had
been oast.
Oh. how brilliantly beautiful was our flower

prairie, in the glory of setting day, as we emerged
upon it from Pic-nio drove I Every leaf and
blade seemed quivering its voiceless vesper-hymn
of thankfulness to its Maker!
We drove toward home more silently, but not

lees happily,than we had journeyed from it. All
the rivalry of the ambitious was hushed in satisfaction.Our flag had floated in triumphant size
and show. as the tired arm of the standard-hearer

a It I f ...LIU
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hi* former dignity and anxiety, looked lemt upon
bis banner, loin upon the fair face of nature beforehim, th in into the laughing eye* of a rosycheekeddamsel whom he had contrived to wile to

a seat next his post of honor, and who, being no

other than the «jueen pro tern of the " itriok
School House," could with propriety sport a little
superiority over the less derated prairie lassies
Forgetful of any third pair of prying optica, these
two were acting a little innooeut practical illustrationof the axiom, " Young hearts will neetle
with young hearts, young eyes will meet young
eyes!"

Peace rest upon that little company, wherever
the sun looks on them now It left them on that
ere, safely ensconced under their reepeotire roofs.
No matter whether those roofs bent orer logs
bricks, or hewn timber, "'tis the h'art makes the
home," and all young hearts wire happy there,
though no crackling cannon bad thundered their
enthuaiaem to the heaeens, and no firs-rookets
had whizzed it into the pure face of the stars t
Hearen guard the Habbath schools of our

prairie-land, and all that can proaper them!
They are the strongest links in the ohain that is
to biud ths next generation of the "mighty West"
to the home of the Pilgrim Fathers, the green
waves of the prairie to the mountain surges of
New F.ngland.
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TUB CHICAGO CONVENTION.
This is to be a Chrutuin Ant i-Slavery Convention,to be composed indiscrlminatsly of those who

worship Christ, and, in their respective churches,
celebrate his death. Tbs object of the Convention,like that of Its prsdeoessor dn Cincinnati, is
to Uks into consideration ths whoio subject of
ths relations of Aanrioan Christianity to AmerloanSlavery, and to aeoeHnln end declare the responsibilitiesand duties of Christians concerning
it Mission boards, eocleeiastleal organizations.
whatever ooonsets aoU-slaveholding with slave-

holding Christians.will be prayerfully, and we
trust candidly, considered and discussed The
prayers of all God's people are respectfully and
earnestly solicited, and the attendance of such as
can consistently come.

Oar or the Committee.
K'lor C»lUg't III., April 2S, IS'I.
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IRK. DAVID CRIST! AM) WEST INDIA EMAN
CIPATION.

Mr. DariJ Crlsty, agent in Ohio for the ColonizationSociety, is out in a pamphlet, addressed
to the Constitutional Contention of Ohio, now in
session,) one object of which pamphlet is. to '

presentan outline of the couimeicial failure of
West India emancipation "." the failure of keek
i.anon tropual cultitation." This he attempts, by
showing that the amount of augur, rum. and oof-
fee, exported from these islands, is not now so

great as in the days of slavery. If his argument
proves anything, it proves, so far as commerci d
interests are concerned, that the proprietors of
these islands should got hack and adopt not only
the slave system again, hut also reenact the piraticalslave trade in Africa ; for, hy his own showingmports of those island" during the slavegreaterthan after it was ahoimheu

1' for Mr. Crist)'a position, his positionspr^fc too much , for the world now knows,
that neither slavery uor the slave trade are
essential to commercial interests and that if freedomon the soil does not, even commercially, work
better than slavery, it is because of oppressive
government, providential disasters, or some such
incidental causes, and not freedom to man. Freedomis nature's order, and will work well.

Again Mr. Cristy attempts to prove the failure
of free labor tropical cultivation, " the commercial
failure of British West India emancipation," by
showing that the slaveholders of Cuba can producesugar a little cheaper than the free laborers
of British West Indies. Well. Id us look nt this
a little more closely, and see if it proves general
commercial prosperity.
The conductor of the State prison, or penitentiary,feeding the oonvicts with the cheapest food,

and receiving their labor without compensation,
c«D afford to sell the articles mads for less than
those who conduct free labor establishments, pay
th?\r operatives a fdM equivalent for their labor, *
and exact no more than the health, comfort, and
well-being of their laborers allow But does this
prove that the latter.the free-labor system.is a
commercial failure, the interests of all being pro
looted? If this be so, and commercial interests
are the trrrof thing to be looked at, and addressed
>i* the paramount consideration to constitutional
conventions, then the majority should go into
penitentiaries, that the free may aril to traders at
a lower price, ami become rioh upon unrequited
labor. When Christiana thus reasou, we may
aay, in the language of Bevelution, "Judgment is
turned nway biokwarl, and justice standeth
afar off."
The Cuban slaveholder, by driving his slaves

eighteen hours out of twenty-four, (what mental
and physical suffering ) and then robbing them of
the procoeds of their labor, ia able to sell some
cheaper than the free laborers of the West Indies.
But that is no evidence of the yr.nrral prosperity
of the inhabitants of Cuba. The whole affair
reminds ua of nn aneodote of two dealers in
brooms. One said to the other, " I do not know
how you can afford to sejl your brooms cheaper
than I do, for 1 steal the material to make mine
out of." " O!" said the other, " I uteal mut« already

j math!" If, then, a man should set up a broomfactory,raise his own broom-corn, and with his
own hands make his own brooms, nnd then could

' not afford to sell quite as cheap as he who " stole
his already made," Mr. Cristy would call it a
commercial failure, just with as much propriety
as to say, because the free laborers of the West
Indies cannot, in justioe to their own health, intellectualand moral culture, produce sugar and
rum as oheap as the Cuban slaveholder, who
steals his sugar nlrondy made, and drives his
slaves eighteen hours in the twenty-four to make
it, therefore the free-labor system in the West
ludies is ntsommercial failure..
Now, when a system of robbery is goiug ou,

somebody has to be the sufferer and it cannot be
that there is goneral thrift, when a part are in,dolent consumers and robbers, at the expense and
degradation of the mass We thought prosperity
was to be estimated by the thrift which a people
in urnr.ral derive from the protits of their exportsand not alone by the cheapness with whioh
/set** tradr.rt buy .from nfur idle extortioners or
robbers Benson lays, that when a Government
is so administered as to develop to the highest
J egret) the energies aud protect the interests of
the people in general, there we are to expect com-
mcrcial as well as all other forms of prosperity
Alio, that under such a Government we are to
eipect j*rmnnent prosperity, and cheapness, in
proportion to the advance of capital, skill, an I
scienoc; whereas, a Government administered
upon the principles of fraud and oppression is
necessarily subject to revolution, bankruptcy, and
failure.

Also, different travellers bringdiff erent reports
from these same islands. Let us look at causes

coming under our own observation. Asa matter
of fact, the free-labor institutions of the free
States of our Union are attended with a far greaterdegree of commercial prosperity than the institutionsof the slave States. These are facts
Freedom docs and will work well. Hut,says Mr.
Cristy, "in giving so fully the evidenoe of the
failure of free labor tropical cultivation, I do not
wish to prove that slavery should not be abolish
cd, but that intelleotual and moral culture should
aooompany all schemes of emancipation " 1. This
may he a ibehrnl issue; hot is it the real one7
Does any man form this idea from reading Mr.
Uristy's pamphlet ? lie has laid down some seven

propositions to illustrate in his pamphlet, but this
is not one of thein. We have read the pamphlet,
ftn<! believe thin point ih hut once, and tbat inoi

dentally, nlluded to. Where In the intellectual
and moral culture in Mr. Cristy's enterprise, In
mere colonization. He says, the "Society have
in their offer a larger number of m* via than they
oan colonize, and we cannot ask that its funds
ahall he diverted from so sacred an object an securingtheir freedom." That is upon the robber's
policy, "give np your money or your brains".
" consent to be banished from the land of your
birth, or stay in slavery " And where is the in
telleotiml or moral culture in removing these
" " in their ignorance and degradation, to
Africa, and upon tuck jmnrijilet ? Does Mr
Cristy say that "they ran he educated when they
got to Africa'/" True, and so can the emanct

pated in the West Indies.
Hut to return to the commercial <|ueatlon. Mr

Cristy's position of emancipation on the soil was

wrong." Government should adopt a system of
emancipation, «//onu»g romyntutron for lh> tlattt,
mill cowu I'lint! rrilh it ih'ir colonization in Liberia."
We ask, in reference to the West Indies, (and it
being no part of colonization to give " intellectual
or moral culture,") what advantage, commercially,would there be in removing the emancipatedto Africa 7 Would the turn'. jnnont raise more
coffee and sugar there than in the Weet Indies
Would the climate induce greater activity and
more labor than the land of their birth 7 Would
their physical strength be greater after passing
through the tedious, loathsome, and often fatal
African fever inciJent to all colonized there I
Mr. Cristy quotes the Mnc York K"*nui# foil

to show that the persons emancipated in West
Indies are idle. Kvetr if this lie true, we ask,
what will he gained, commercially, hy colonizing
the mmr jnrrsons to Africa?.do a climate stltl
more sultry and lUhilitatiaf* Does Mr. C say
they will be enoouraged to work by more generouslaws 7.that the laws in the West Indies are

"unequal," oppressive? We thank Mr. Cristy
for that concession. " Unei/unl him," then it the
ihfii ulty.not emancipation on theaolt.just what
we have been trying to show. Bad management
of many estates, worked by the agenta of proprietorslivine in other lands. Wwether with an on-

presslve Government, refusing sufficient remun'erntionand protection to the laborer, with other
causes which we have and shall mention.three,
and not freedom on the soil, Is the hindering
oeuse.
That free labor, even in the cultivation of

tropioal and aemi-tropioal productions, can cope
with slave labor, is made clear, even by Mr. C.a
own pamphlet. Under the last proposition, seemingto have forgotten the objeot of the first, (that
free labor fails to oompets with slave labor In

tropioal and semi-tropical productions,) admits
the teetlmonj of friend Levi Coffin, "that free
labor in Texas dope now ' full/ oompets' with
slave labor in the production of ootton ".a trop*Mr

If. ai»oo*»rl<>ob»ihr foot that, alnee oiuaiMSlpatloti on

tbo*o UUikU, tba population baa grratly inrrtattd, ami tbe
aailraa aov aak'ijr tho «oiafo»J an 1 eves taaartas of lit*,
ton two** union (roatar amount of augar at hmtu than In
tat days of alarorjr. *o thai altho<mh tboro may bo ls»a

than formerly, that fa.it .loa* not prova Ml*ur** of
tba «manolpat«4. 4 portion of tbatr labor goat Sir bows
KwimyrtitiBt


